MAGIC DADS 

When you were a baby, 
grocery store doors 
opened to a wave of 
your father’s hand. 
Traffic lights went 

green at his command. 
And, tonight, I, sitting 

at a red light, on my 
way home, looked up 

to see the ghost of my 
dad. He must have 

been whisked away from 
wherever he usually is 
to see me. He might’ve 
been dancing to songs 
from our old stereo, in 
some heaven-version 

of our kitchen, when he 
got the call to be pulled 
down, through the sky’s 
root cellar, to land on 
the traffic light to change 
it, just a moment quicker 
than normal, to green 

so | could speed home 
to write this poem. 


